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<c Fve nothing to explain/* said Olga simply,<c neither
Carter nor I were doing anything wrong,**
" You dare say that to my face, you whore! ** All
shouted in wrath.
" You dare say that again,** retorted Olga, " and I'll
have nothing more to do with you/*
** I'll say it as often as I damn well please, you bloody
whore! ** answered Ali Beg with rising passion and
voice. Then his eyes fell on the Raja's brooch, which he
had not seen presented, and which produced the same
effect on him as his garnet pendant produced on Ludwig,
in Tannenkop. " I suppose your lover gave you
that.** Ali attempted to tear the brooch from Olga*s
frock.
Olga put up her hands for protection and AH Beg,
beside himself with rage, struck her violently and then,
seking her wrists, twisted them, making her yell with
pain.
" Let me go,** she screamed, " let me go."
Attracted by her cries, passengers from adjacent
cabins rushed to the door, which, not being bolted, was
flung open. Olga, in a fainting condition, was cowering
on the floor. Mrs* West, who was among the helpers,
quickly threw her shawl about the weeping girl, whom
she led to her own cabin, while the Captain, who had
been summoned hastily, arrived on the scene with the
ship's doctor. The Captain quickly appraised the situa-
tion. He threatened Ali Beg with imprisonment in
the foVsle, should the Indian repeat the offence of wife-
beating on board the Sbabjahan> while Olga he placed in
a vacant cabin with a burly sailor on guard so that she
could not be molested.
News of the occurrence spread like wildfire and every-
body on board, even the burra-memsabibs^ who had
snubbed the girl during the voyage, sympathi2ed with
Olga.
Next morning, when Ali Beg appeared on deck, he